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Summary:
An alternative ending to Episode 2.

Work Text:
"Why, why, why, why, why are you like this???
Why would you say this?? Why would you think this?!?"

We had just seen a vision of the future together... of my brother making love to me. He did not take it as well as I hoped.

"I- wow... what a landmine, huh?"  
Crestfallen, my face is one of complete dejection.

".............well, yeah?  
Aaaaaaah, forget this, forget this whole thing!"  

Andy intends to sweep it under the rug. To use this vision as a foretelling of what to avoid, like the previous vision. Understanding that... I lose hope. When I saw it, I thought he would finally accept me, love only me. But he won't. Just like always, he'll find some other slut to screw. I can't do this anymore. Curling up, sinking deeper in to the bed, I lie unresponsive.  

After a few moments, he speaks up.  
"A-anyways... let's go throw Mom and Dad into the ocean, yeah?"  

He tries to change the subject, but I don't care about that anymore.

"Go do it, then. Yourself."  

"Ashley... are you seriously doing this right now? Is this worth getting caught over?"  

"I don't care if I get caught now."  

"Oh, here you go again. Every time you don't get your way, huh? You cried about being lonely until ____ died. You threatened to kill yourself in the apartment, too. Poor little Leyley just has to cry until Andy the doormat gives in and does what she wants, right? Well, Andy's dead. I'm not falling for this shit anymore."  

Ahhh. I really thought things were getting better lately. That we wouldn't be fighting like this anymore.   

"If you're that sick of me, then go ahead and kill me too, Andrew! Fucking do it! Just like you killed your own parents! You don't love anyone anyways!"  

At my provocation, Andrew is on the bed in an instant, towering over me, and places his hands on my throat... like before. The Andy I loved really is gone, isn't he?  

"You stupid fucking bitch! I do love you, but it's never enough! Now you want me to sleep with my own sister... even though you couldn't keep the one fucking promise I asked from you! Do you think I want to see you go to prison because you're throwing a fit over something so stupid?!"  

"All I want is to be with the person I love! How is that stupid? Why do I have to watch you go around screwing whores, just because the same horrible woman gave birth to both of us? I fucking love you, Andrew! I want you!"   

His grip around my neck loosens ever so slightly as he hears me say I love 'Andrew'... if I called him Andy again he probably would have killed me right there, wouldn't he? I'm scared of him now... but it's my fault he became like this, isn't it? Tears start streaming from my eyes as I realise that, and I continue pleading.  

"Andrew... I'm sorry... I'm so sorry. For everything. I'm sorry for breaking my promise. I'm sorry for making you do all of these horrible things. All I ever wanted was to be loved the way I loved you, and I hurt you so much trying to make it happen... I'm so, so sorry..."  

For the first time, I'm genuinely apologising for my selfishness. My words become increasingly muddled as I break down under the weight of everything I've done to him. But they reach him, and he collapses next to me, the anger having left his body.  

"Ashley... I've always loved you. Since the beginning. You never had to do any of this. I wish you would have understood that."  

I bring my forehead to his, looking deeply into his eyes.  

"...if that's really true... would you at least let me kiss you?" I ask pleadingly.  

"If that's what it will take to make you understand."  

Timidly, my lips draw closer to his, pressing against them for just a second before pulling back. My first kiss. *Our* first kiss.  

"Since when are you the nervous type, Ashley?"  

"I'm scared, Andrew. I'm really, really scared. You're the only person who's ever been there for me and I don't know what I'll do if you reject me... that's not a threat... I'm so scared..."  

"I'm sorry, too. I'm sorry I didn't realise this was what I needed to do to communicate to you how much I love you."  

With that, he brings his lips back to mine, and gives me a long and deep lover's kiss. Until the moment he pulls away, my mind goes blank with pure happiness at the sweetness of my brother's taste.  

"Ashley, I don't know if I can give you everything you want. I've always loved you more than anyone, but I'be never looked at you that way. But I want you to understand that I meant it when I said from now on, it's us, and only us. With this, Andy and Leyley can finally die now, right?"  

...Andrew has a scary side, but he can also be this tender. Maybe now if our feelings can reach each other... I don't need to cling to my memories of Andy.  

"Yeah... I promise. I love you, Andrew."  

"I love you too, Ashley."  

I must have the sappiest grin on my face, finally hearing those words from him, and he gives me a gentle smile back that melts my blackened heart. Ahhh... I hurt him so much, all because I couldn't convey these feelings to him naturally. If only I had could have said this earlier, instead of trying to make him mine by force. How much of this pain and trauma could have been avoided? But we understand each other now. Maybe things will really be okay now. I wrap my arms around him, snuggling close, and he pulls me into his warm embrace.  

"Hey... do you regret that things ended up this way?  

"Not at all. I would have preferred if the road here weren't so rough, but you've always been the most important thing to me. It's Mom's fault for abandoning you, in the first place... I would never regret doing anything I had to do to protect my precious little sister."   

I feel so safe and content in his arms. That's right, he's always, always been protecting me. No matter how much trouble I made for him. Why couldn't I see it before?  

"You're the best."   

"About damn time you realised it."  

"You were really about to kill me, though, weren't you?"  

"I would've followed right after you. We'd just be starting a new adventure."

"That doesn't sound so bad, but this one isn't over yet, so please save the romantic murder-suicide for another time, okay?"  

"Fiiine, we'll put 'Andrew and Ashley and the Quest to Eat Satan' on hold for now."  

"Hehe, that does sound like fun, though."  

"Right?"  

Smiling happily, our playful banter continues on for a while as we enjoy each other's presence, before we eventually manage to tear ourselves apart to do the other thing we need to take care of... but now, with both of us in much more optimistic spirit. Things were going to be alright.